CALIFORNIAN SUMMER

hours of each day. Writing, on the other hand, is a form of
composition involving walks up and down a room or a
street or the deck of a ship, a good deal of talking to oneself
by way of shaping words into sentences, and now and again
a swift resort to writing-pad or typewriter in order to get
the words on paper in the least space of time. Writing with
a subject ready to hand, which is what it means to adapt a
work one likes from another language, is perhaps the ideal
occupation and pastime for a theatre man going to sea.
The Santa Ana, I think, was the name of our little liner
which left a remote Brooklyn pier among the fruit ware-
houses and turned southward. Her cargo included quanti-
ties of coiled barbed-wire, enough to furnish a new trench
war on the Western Front, but in fact consigned to American
detachments in Nicaragua. Her passengers had to stand
aside and make room as they passed on the lower of her two
decks ; and clearly there was little they would not know
about each other by the end of a month. The boat took
about a week of ever-warmer nights with changing stars to
bring us from the Atlantic seaboard past the great and small
islands of the Indies and across the Caribbean to her first
port of call, which was Cristobal on the Isthmus of Panama,
We were then in the years of Prohibition, and this garish
and ramshackle town just outside the Canal Zone made the
most of its liberties, flaunting in particular a saloon where
the Glory-Hallelujah Cocktail was said (no doubt libel-
lously) to have been named with approval by Aimee
Semple Macpherson, the evangelist. The Canal passage
lifted us by immense locks to the high-lying lake which is
their reservoir ; and here it was odd to pass liners, freighters